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brown and white men all fighting shoulder to shoulder with a minimum of friction, against, a common foe, was convincing proof that humanity can be united for some purposes. When, however, so many of these troops were mercenaries, and the great majority conscripts, it becomes difficult to analyse the motives of these soldiers who fought and died together in the same cause. Was it for self-preservation, bread and butter, ideals, or—what? The more one sees of life, in war and peace, the more one is convinced of the truth of Bernard Shaw's thesis in Back to Methuselah, namely that man simply does not live long enough and develop his mental stature sufficiently to know what it is all about. He lives and dies an ignorant child, led always by the man who is a little craftier, a little stronger, a little more ambitious than himself.
We crossed the mountain ramparts, winding among the sparsely covered, drab slopes that were serving the enemy so well in his defensive struggle. The strangest form of locomotion we saw was a horse towing cyclists up a hill; the oldest, oxen pulling primitive ploughs. Then as we neared our journey's end Vesuvius broke on our tired sight. The volcano, quietening down after a recent eruption, was still vomiting dense volumes of black smoke, but they had cleared sufficiently to reveal that a great piece had been torn off the apex of the cone, flattening it much more than formerly. My colleagues in Naples had been busy, during the current quiet period in the war, describing the fearful and remorseless advance of a wall of lava upon a Vesuvian village. Human inertia is truly astonishing. Why do people continue to live in the shadow of a recurring menace, one that overwhelmed Pompeii and Herculaneum two thousand years ago? It might be said, I suppose, that we in London today are doing precisely the same thing—living in the shadow of the atom bomb.
The eruption of Vesuvius«provided a diversion not only for my waiting colleagues, but also for General Alexander. In the intervals of approving the plans for the coming offensive he admired the spectacle from his room at Caserta. Nature had stolen his fire and thunder in advance.
We newcomers did not then pause to visit Pompeii, but Ifloor was filthy.  This washing under
